of life and constitutes no menace to the people who want to
live merrily and tranquilly. Luxurious cinemas are mul-
tiplying daily, and, still more luxurious restaurants,, with
jazz orchestras that shake the walls and ceilings. One is
amazed by the abundance of advertisements of specifics
against "lowered vitality"" and the remarkably eloquent
advertisements of venerealogists.

But you had this sensational stuff before 19 14, you
will say. Yes, but it was not so deafening. Now it seems
that the bourgeois of the "cultural centres^ have unani-
mously decided that

grows  shorter  and shorter,,
The days  speed faster and faster.
Then, let us all our days and nights
Live merrier and merrier!
This was preached from a cabaret pulpit by a spindle-
shanked individual with a protruding stomach, heavily
rouged cheeks and the insane eyes of a dope fiend.
I am laying on the colours too thick, you say? I have
no desire to do so, because I know that dry rot is contagious.
The colours of life are themselves becoming thicker and
more lurid. Probably that is because the temperature of
life is rising, and because the gaiety of the bourgeoisie
is growing feverish. . . . The bourgeoisie tries to live
gaily in order to drown a gloomy presentiment of its com-
ing doom.
*    *    *
I think I know the work of the newspapermen of
America and Europe pretty well. In my view they are
journeymen, whose arduous and restless trade imbues them